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the receptacle in which the human nutriment was
stored he barked so shrilly that the glasses upon
the table rang again. Mademoiselle Zoe, turning
upon him suddenly, inquired ironically:

"Are you going to eat me up ?"

Riquet fled in terror.

" Is your dog vicious, papa ?"

" No, he is intelligent; he isn't vicious/'

"I don't think he's particularly intelligent,"
said Zoe.

"Yes, he is,*' said Monsieur Bergeret. "He
does not understand all our ideas; but we don't
understand all his. No one can enter into the
mind of another."

" You, Lucien, are no judge of persons," said
Zoe.

Monsieur Bergeret turned to Pauline.

"Come, let me have a look at you. I can
hardly recognize you."

A bright idea struck Riquet. He made up
his mind to go to the kitchen, to the kindly
Angflique, and to warn her, if possible, of the
disturbance taking place in the dining-room. She
was his last hope for the restoration of order and
the expulsion of the intruders.

" What have you done with Father's portrait ?"
inquired Mademoiselle Zoe.

"Sit down and have something to eat," said